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Summary: Post Season 3 RWBY. Ozpin 's captured by Salem, the Queen now 
waits for the final setup of the stage and shares a few moments of 
thought with her opponent. While the Queen awaits the players 
however, another force is beginning to retaliate in return for a war 
long thought over. Dark Souls lore crossover. 


1 . Chapter 1 

RWBY: Musing of the Abyss 

Author's Note: this is the thought of Salem, the Big Bad of the 
series besides Cinder. What if she was more than a creature of the 
dark? 

"So we reveal our face to the world as its queen, " Salem mused as she 
witnessed the deaths of the Valens safely tucked away from the actual 
battle taking place, chuckling mirthlessly as she sat on the rock 
overlooking the chaotic scene of turbulent gales battering and 
howling, the 'Queen' able to pick up the noises of humanity's doubts 
and fears feeding the desperation and hatred of her inhuman subjects, 
preparing for their latest attack. The 'Queen' sighed, closing the 
last images of a bright light consuming the top of Beacon academy 
almost blinding her, though she knew the implications of what had 
occurred dispelling her earlier belief she was close. Finally, a new 
threat had emerged to combat her plans. The new silver eyed warrior 
was unexpected, she had gotten rid of the first and she had hoped it 
would be the last for a few more decades, however it seemed that the 
strange girl in red had somehow eluded her notice for far too long. 
Salem felt almost bad, she would have to kill the child in the future 
to prevent further interference like the last few months had been to 
her, yet at the same time convincing her of diverting her path would 
be fruitless. Cinder had seen to her friend the champion Pyrrha, 
another noble soul capable of malicious destruction had she embraced 
what would come. 


"Ozpin, I wonder if you have truly lost your sense of reality that 



you showed me in your youth, when you met me for the first time I had 
thought you mad, " Salem flicked the left side of her hair brushing it 
aside as she allowed herself the moment to remember and to reflect. 
She remembered it wasn't raining, just a cloudy day on a typical day 
when she would quietly withdraw from her duties for a time and roam 
the forest and the territory that she knew so intimately, recalling 
every corner and every forgotten street which once covered the ground 
with brick, dirt paths filled with little to no trace of the former 
holdings of humans who used to live under the protective banner of 
the Four Seasons. She was nostalgic, the human part of her anyway, 
that led to her re exploration of the landscape to not only see how 
much had changed, but her walk was interrupted by the sounds of a 
scuffle evoking curiosity. 

She followed curious, and saw a mighty Huntsman fell an old Snarler, 
a corrupted tiger who she knew had lived for two centuries without 
much effort. It was then that she tried to hide, only to have been 
discovered when she peeked out of her hiding place. Salem could name 
the various emotions she felt when she first examined him: white hair 
with a lack of glasses to hide his devious calculating bleak black 
eyes which were wider than the narrowed focus and disciplined 
restraint replaced by idealism and impulsiveness. He immediately drew 
her attention, perhaps it was the light of his soul that led her to 
befriend this strange young Hunter, unaware of what he would become. 
Salem smirked, remembering him in that brief time as she turned her 
face away from the foreboding dark sky and lightning, lifting her 
body from the rock to retreat into the shelter of the carved castle 
of stone and dirt. 

Facing the room, Salem waved a hand to the darkness, immediately lit 
by the appearance of seven great spurts of fire which engulfed seven 
nearby cracked basins of black oil, the bronze-like skin exposed to 
the elements beneath fallen flakes of plaster. Salem seemingly 
glided, her dress obscuring her feet as the entire length hugged 
around the front of her shins, moving inward under four arches of 
dirt and chipped stone. In the middle of it all, laid a large 
structure with its edges chipped and carved to make a perfect stone 
hexagon, filled with cold icy water clouded by a dark shade of blue 
and what appeared to be a fog-like cloak of obscurity. Salem kneeled 
by the water, her finger lightly dipping the surface and shivered, 
withdrawing her fingers as she rubbed her wet sensitive fingers, 
slightly mesmerized at how much she could still feel despite 
her ... changes to her current physical form. 

"Oh, Ozpin...you were but a shard of kindness even to a monster like 
me, such care, compassion found in few pure hearts. So much love. But 
yet..." Salem paused, stirring the water as she waved a hand over the 
pool, the murky clear blue suddenly began to recede, like a light fog 
in the presence of the rising sun's piercing rays revealed that the 
pool wasn't simply an empty body of water. Sealed, in a deep slumber 
beneath the pool, hands folded across a chest of black with the drape 
of a green scarf, palms overlapping one another laid the very object 
of her attention himself, his face littered with small cuts and light 
bruisings on his left cheek and upper lip which were thinly sealed in 
a straight line. His skin was paler than the usual hue of beige, the 
cold temperature of the waters freezing his skin to a light white 
while his white hair was drenched, the messy ragged tussels of hair 
stuck over his face obscuring his eyes and ears. Salem loomed over 
him, her upper body leaning dangerously close to unbalance as she 
eyed his distorted features under the ripples. 



"Yet you fall, like so many before you. You assume your plans are a 
revolution, when time and past kingdoms have shown humans who have 
your caliber and shared ideals. How befitting that we two sides of 
the opposing force would meet like this." Salem eyed Ozpin's body 
with unspoken coveted hunger, her hand lifting upwards into the air 
as the latter's unconscious form obeyed upon command breaking the 
barrier of water and land before Salem curled a finger towards her 
chest, the 'Queen' of Grimm receiving his body, quietly cradling his 
head against her breasts as she watched him breathe noting his 
shallow gasps as his body shook trembling from the cold and her 
presence . 

"Shall I tell you a story? A story to ease your pain while we wait 
together for the final act of our tale to begin?" Salem whispered in 
his ear as she found her fingers allured to his white hair sparkling 
from the reflective droplets sliding down every strand and ice cold 
skin. Hearing no reply, she chuckled at her own lack of thought. "Oh 
my, Ozpin how foolish of me to not realize your current predicament. 

I shall tell you anyway. In a land, older and lost to the maps of 
this world, there once lived a kingdom who was mighty and powerful. 
Their king, a man of military strength and valor, ruled with an 
intent to prosper and propel his kingdom to great heights. His elder 
brother stood beside him, a man who did not take the throne as the 
normal succession of kings would have or as the entitlement of age 
dictated but helped his brother achieve peace. The king built his 
kingdom over a great mass of land across his continent, they knew no 
border and their people hardly knew the devourer called War in those 
years after he established the kingdom and forged it with 
steel . " 

"However one day, there came from the wilderness, a newcomer to the 
kingdom from afar, her intent unknown to all but herself where she 
sought refuge." Salem paused, her smile becoming a thin frown as she 
recalled the detail from this part of the tale, evidently displeased 
while her hand refrained from combing the white tangled hair seeing 
Ozpin stir slightly but yet anesthetized from the pool hearing her 
words. "She was a woman, beauty unrivaled and full of ambition who 
caught the king's eye and was made Queen in the short term that she 
resided within the walls of the king's court, shocking those who were 
present at the decision to marry." 

"In the days to come, the kingdom knew only war and tragedy, leading 
their men against the mighty Giants who held a precious thing that 
the Queen desired, whispering her poisonous words into the ear of the 
king and his brother who then followed her reasoning and made ready 
for war. After they acquired what they sought after, the Giants 
retaliated with brutal vengeance, burning and pillaging everything in 
their path for this theft punishing them with impunity. But before 
everything truly crumbled to nothing, when the king was fighting the 
war one more tragedy was to displace the entire kingdom into complete 
chaos. Their Queen, the woman who ruled the kingdom was barely 
something you will call human... in fact, you can say that she is what 
I am to you . " 

Stopping, Salem cupped his cheek, leaning forward to drag her lips 
across before breathing into Ozpin's ear, spotting a twitch from his 
fingers. Salem felt her heart burn with lustful desire, her hand 
reaching for the button of his coat, eyeing his motionless form while 
she dragged her hand under his jacket, tutting at the turtleneck 



sweater beneath. Restraining herself from going further she continued 
her tale. "The king was unable to defend his kingdom from what came 
next, the third and final act which emcompassed and sealed his fate. 
The land was slowly afflicted, the peace achieved by the destruction 
of the Giants a bittersweet victory became more unbearable when the 
men and women of his kingdom became ill. Though it was not mere 
illness of the body that affected that, but one of the mind and 
soul . " 

Ozpin said nothing, though his face was beginning to clench as the 
dark pouring from Salem's Aura began to influence and encircle his 
mind as he let out a short frightful hollow gasp without a sound, 
Salem innocently continuing to speak as she pressed her influence 
over him. "Those denizens transformed, the citizens who once cheered 
for Vendrick and his knights were reduced to mourning, hopeless and 
hardly attended to the returning troops from the Giant war in the 
Forest the streets almost laid barren while Vendrick still found his 
Queen growing less warmer and less receptive to him, hiding behind an 
empty smile. It was then that the king realized something was wrong, 
but the damage had been done. The plague spread, and people soon came 
to realize that they were growing more empty with every passing day, 
their hopes, their dreams, emot ions ... all of that faded slowly as 
celebrations and parades were dissected for contemplation. Dogma 
seeped in, and thus the kingdom began to spiral while Vendrick 's 
brother's research drove him further and further away, to the point 
that he left. Even with his bodyguards, his army at his back, 

Vendrick realized he was alone. Eventually the Queen made her move, 
intent on moving towards the seat of power, the throne of Want and 
thus ascend with the Dark... and the dear naive little king finally 
made a choice to sacrifice whatever he had left, for his kingdom and 
love for a woman who was intent on ruining him." 

Glancing at Ozpin, Salem shut her eyes ignoring the suffering of her 
rival in her arms while she comforted herself with the wet heavy 
locks of white. Seeing him shudder under her weight served to please 
her, satisfied that she still could exert such strong emotion from 
him. Salem wiped his wet forehead, bringing her hand to her nose to 
sniff at the mixture of water and sweat, shaking at the near euphoria 
of his fear. "You are so predictable, my little king. Even with the 
centuries you are never able to run from what truly makes you who you 
are. So resilient, stubborn and gritty, it's a near shame so many of 
your students and people under your watch have to be sacrificed for 
this one singular path." 

"There was a time, Ozpin... I would have believed you to be the one 
who could understand what I intend to do for the people of Remnant, 
the purpose that Eather sought after when he was whole now passed to 
his children. You were a pragmatist, a believer in the ideals and yet 
cautious enough to know the practical reality of the world's order, 
it's workings, it's weaknesses ... your perception could serve me well, 
helped others understand that the Dark will have to rule for a time, 
when the Eire must give up their mighty thrones." Salem turned back 
to Ozpin 's body, using her finger to dig into the turtleneck as an 
invisble force began to slice the fabric in a perfect line, the Queen 
having a long look at his upper chest tracing the centre where his 
heart lied. 

"The time of the fires have to be swallowed by the dark, there cannot 
be this consistency of fire, just as a consistency of dark gave birth 
to the kingdoms who now suffer the burden of fighting the dark, the 



Maidens who you treasure so much over everything for change in this 
world who were made to push the darkness and keep them at bay for 
many centuries, so it is temporary ... the longer you keep this peace, 
the longer the darkness' reach extends, and the greater the fall you 
will make." Salem caressed Ozpin's lips, her thumb playfully 
smoothing over the cracked skin tapping the broken fissure of thin 
blood from where he was struck full force against Cinder's 
assault . 

"In spite of our differences, you are someone I want to save you from 
this fate, and I will continue to do so for your sake, and for mine." 
Salem withdrew from the fallen Huntsman, her mouth opened to speak 
further before a low grumble from the distance alerted her to 
something, Salem shaking her head while her previous soft, 
compassionate expression became overwhelmed by her colder, darker 
exterior the Queen persona instinctively etched a frown on her face. 
Snapping her fingers, Ozpin was immediately lifted over the pool, 
before he was lowered gently back into the depths while Salem watched 
almost apologetic at the interruption, Salem patting her white dress 
as she eyed the large portal and the purple abyss with crimson 
trails . 

"The time is coming, I've seen it now, the Dark shall begin to 
challenge the Fire once more, and those who do not know Death, shall 
begin to awaken from their remains. For all who remain, the Bell 
shall toll, the Awakening of the dead reborn." 

"**Then go, my daughter, and make war with the sons of the Dark." 

* * 


Salem bowed as the presence left her senses, leaving the 'Queen' to 
herself as she gave a back glance at Ozpin's sinking body, knowing 
that whatever words she would share with him will have to wait for 
now. "For now, brave and foolish naive Ozpin, sleep until the act has 
pulled its curtains over this stage and the victor shall arise from 
the battlefield." 

End 


2 . Chapter 2 
RWBY : Falling Embers 

Author's notes: I decided to pin up a chapter for the beginning of 
this fic, as the idea of the oneshot had some promise including the 
blend of Dark Souls lore and RWBY in the form of Aura and the soul. 
Let me know what you think of this attempt to writing an extended 
beginning to the oneshot. 

Disclaimer: I own nothing but the OC crafted to be the Chosen Undead, 
but everything else belongs to Monty and Rooster Teeth co as well as 
Eromsoftware respectively. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXstrong>It is said that Aura is the manifestation of the soul. If 
this is true, then where did the art come f rom?<strong> 


**-A philosopher when asked about the origins of Aura** 



><p><strong>Within the texts of old, studying on the true origins of 
Aura, an ancient text found at a Vacuo dig site when diggers 
uncovered a small monolith the height of the average person, buried 
by what appeared to be human tools. The archeologists studying it 
have released a statement, stating it may be the key towards the 
right direct ion . <strong> 

**According to the archeologist Dillian Greylock, the text was not a 
description but more of a poem which seem to coincide with the legend 
of the Maidens spoken so long ago, who historians have generally 
agreed to as the first known users of Aura. The poem's verses so far 
were translated to these words:** 


**A season for mourning, a season to atone** 

**For the Queens have forsaken their once lofty 
thrones , * * 


**Entrusted by those, the Lords of Before,** 

**To guard their own land, against Darkness foe.** 

**The Father who sleeps, will not be consoled** 

**The Mother who weeps, shall know only war** 

**For the Queens have forsaken their once lofty thrones,** 
**Forgive us, we plead, to the Great Flame above!** 


**This poem is the only record that relates to the Queens, suspected 
highly to be the Four Maidens and their Seasonal gifts. But 
information is still incomplete, the facts have yet to be fully 
studied from the monolith to fully comprehend the importance this 

monolith could hold towards Aura. However, one questions does remain. 
* * 


**Who, or what exactly, is the entity called the Great Flame? Is it a 
being, a deity, or something that may have connections to these 
f orement ioned Four Queens? The answers, at this moment, will remain 
unknown . * * 

**- 1 Theories on the known' Chapter 4, Aura and spirituality** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Musings of the Dark, Chapter One<p> 

**The Age of Fire will come to an end.** 

The Lord of Cinder, the true Soul of the Ashen and its collective 
souls fell to its knees in a final act of defeat, its blackened 
plated boots weakened as the once powerful warrior had finally lost 
its strength letting out a groan as its gaunleted hands shrouded in 
thick black wisps slapped the ground his blade slipping from his 
tight grasp. The Lord of Cinder breathed, a sharp inhuman hiss like a 
clogged steam pipe with soft chokes and sputters as the warrior did 



not attempt to rise up to take arms in incensed retaliation, only to 
have his forearms meekly raise a few centimeters while his shoulders 
rose with the effort and sank back down. It was enough, he had had 
enough. He knew that even if he tried to fight the inevitable, it 
would have come to no cost but his own withering life which was 
slipping through his fingers. The sounds of battle had ended with the 
mortal blow, nothing but silence, the agonising silence remained that 
had tormented him for centuries since he had last known sunlight, the 
comforting warmth of the fire that once gave life to him was 
beginning to set with the cold touch of death and ice. 

It was finally over. 

*crunch 

The Lord of Cinder heard the ash in front of him being stepped on as 
grey leaves of ancient trees and ash flew into the air mixing with 
the flickering embers of the bonfire behind him which was fleeting 
away, waning in intensity. Standing before him, looking at him with 
eyes filled with emptiness equal to his own, a duo stood before him 
cautiously eyeing him for any sudden movements from him. One, a 
sorcerer with dim lucid silver eyes and fair hazel red hair, stood 
with a worn iron staff wrapped with yew covering the iron 
protectively like a sheet from the brutal elements while a sword laid 
resting in the other hand, pointed at the ground wearing a large 
brimmed hat and a sleek black robe with worn out leather shoulder 
guards shielding it from easy crippling blows. The second, looking at 
him with eyes of fiery determination of green with her head of black 
shoulder length hair, was a woman, wearing a silver tinted plate 
armor (Silver Knight armor set) with her helmet removed, the warrior 
recognising her as the one he had struck intent on removing her head 
only for the helmet to have fallen victim instead. She had been a 
challenge, her forgoing of defense for attacking him head on seemed 
foolish when they began to fight, however he had underestimated the 
mercenary's agilty. A mistake that has proven itself fatal, the 
kneeling knight's wounds attesting to that failure as the suit of 
armor and black cinder bowed his head in silent admission to his 
fatal mistakes. And yet the fight between him and them, the tricks 
and strategies they employed f elt ... familiar , almost as if he had 
known these movements by heart and instinct. The Lord of Cinder eyed 
his opponenets closer, his memories scattered as he tried to reclaim 
that feeling of rememberence, but to no avail. Perhaps they were just 
mere ashes of humans as was prophesised, nothing noteworthy in his 
own soul to connect . Even if they were what he thought, he wouldn't 
have enough time to dig further with his current state. 

"Lord of Cinder." 

The warrior turned, his helmet letting out a tiny chink as a figure 
familiar to his obscure memories from so long ago, stepped towards 
him with purpose. If he had not have his helmet, he felt the other 
two would have been surprised that he could still evoke emotion, 
though those thoughts of fleeting jests were past his weary mind, his 
helmet fixated onto the silver-haired woman who went to his side who 
had called for his title. A flutter of a black cloak and robe 
replaced his vision of his would be killers, his mind warped and 
confused managed to find recognition upon seeing the silver diamond 
like crown over the silver haired woman's eyes a sign of blindness 
created to be apart of the bonfire. 



"It is done, the Age of Fire and Cinder must be turned to 
ashes . " 

The Lord of Cinder eyed her through the obscure slits in his helmet, 
feeling the power of Fire fading from him fast as he decided to 
perform his final act. His left hand lifted itself, hearing the slide 
of brandishing metal skimming against their sheathes as he paused 
looking at the sorcerer and the female mercenary, the Lord unbothered 
by their childish assumptions as his patience wore thin. With 
determination filling his weak trembling arteries within his arm, the 
Lord of Cinder held out his gauntlet reaching for the woman with the 
silver crown. But tried as he might, the Lord of Cinder could not 
arch his body forward, his hand trapped just inches from the woman's 
face as he groaned attempting to shift his knees across the ash 
covered ground to no avail. However his efforts did not go unnoticed, 
as a pair of slightly pale hands reached out and held his wrist and 
palm, shocking the mighty warrior with the touch as his helmet inched 
up to see the woman kneeling in front of him her hands in an 
incomplete grip of prayer, lowering her head. The Lord of Cinder 
couldn't help but feel something, an old habit surfacing to his own 
mind as his foggy mind suddenly lit up with this little detail, the 
warrior suddenly finding the words rolling off his 
tongue . 

" . . . Fi . . . re . . . kee . . . per . . . " The two children of Ash beside the 
Firekeeper looked at one another, stunned by his rasping choked 
voice, the Firekeeper continued to hold onto his hand with her soft 
tender grip as she slowly brought his hand to cup her cheek, gently 
holding his gaunlet in place unwilling to part with his grip letting 
him hold onto her with what feeble strength was left. 

"You have done enough. Lord of Cinder." The Firekeeper assured him as 
the Lord of Cinder's head sagged down, his vision blackened as his 
mind began to sleep, the ferocious warrior finding it harder to focus 
on the sea of ash below. "Rest, my lord, for your trial is 
done . " 

Hearing her last words to address him, the warrior smiled under his 
helmet, his eyes closed willingly as he sighed contented with his 
fate, the once mighty warrior who had fought the pair like a maddened 
hound to defend a dying cause felt the weight of his responsibility 
lift from his shoulders, the great Soul stared at the great grey 
expanse of clouds. The last thing the Lord of Cinder wished as he 
drifted off into the afterlife, his back giving way to his body which 
began to descend into floating ash as his soul was being consumed, 
was regret . 

Regret not at leaving the fate of the known world into the hands of 
the Ashen ones as the Firekeeper moved towards the bonfire, but 
instead one desire for him to remove that helmet so that he could 
have let the Firekeeper see him cry. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Present day<p> 

_The Age of Fire did end, for a time. The Lord of Cinder was put to 
rest with the final battle, and the Ashes, the remnants of humanity 
who were raised to reach the last fire in Londo in the face of the 
Dark finally could find peace in their final death in fading back 



into the ashes from which they came from while the Firekeeper stayed 
hugging the flame watching it die before she found eternal sleep at 
the bonfire's side._ 

_However, with the Dark, came the power of the one being who would 
find comfort in the Abyss. The pieces of the Dark, empowered and 
emboldened by the call of the Age of Dark and humanity's ascension to 
their true purpose, aimed to become one in order to summon their 
eternal Father who Slumbers in the Deep. This attempt was rebuffed by 
the final heroes who had not faded, who did not turn to ash, becoming 
the newly installed Dark Lords after the Lords of Cinder had given up 
their souls and died with the age of old, fighting against those who 
sought to make their Father whole again. They would bleed, sacrifice 
and kill for many years, keeping their humanity strong even in this 
dark new world fighting the followers turned beasts. _ 

_But then, something changed. The Fire returned to the world, but 
this time when it came, it was not by the hands of Lords, but 
something else entirely. Many have speculated on what truly happened, 
but it was agreed that at that time, the beasts were driven from the 
world reignited by the flame and the heroes, the Dark Lords saw no 
need to resign themselves to the dark. They took on the title of Lord 
of Embers, the child of the Ashen made anew in the light of the 
waking world, and this time the Fire did not fade, no souls to 
harvest through sacrifice by fire. Slowly but surely, the humans 
drove the beasts away, and the Lord of Embers their power waning from 
the march of time removed themselves from the world knowing it was in 
the hands of better men and women than they, who would bring about 
the end of the Dark's avatars for good._ 

_Although, was the new world truly any different from the past?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Unknown location, Mistral<p> 

In the deep forest of the Mistral metropolis and scattered villages 
far from the safety of humans, a ruin stood proudly defiant of the 
ages long past, where men, Eaunus and Grimm dread to pass standing 
above the treeline of the vast land devoid of civilisation or life, 
far from the recent settlements to reach due to the high 
concentrat ion of Grimm who roamed the borders. Cast lellat ions of ten 
turret towers, lance tipped roofs with crumbling arches of mortar and 
brick ascended to the height of a ten floored building, adding to the 
mighty circular fort in the middle where the arches connected. A 
series of stained glass windows depicting a bonfire decorated the 
roof while stone masonry separated each of the bonfires, joining into 
a large circular rotunda and a greyed tiled roof. The structure was 
completed with a large belltower of the same height as the turrets 
towering over the north of the building, watching the Mistral capital 
afar like a shining beacon of the old world observing their grim 
future. Within past the array of stained glass tinted , stone pillars 
ascendents of construction donned the rotunda of the central 
structure holding the glass from falling onto the ground of polished 
marble floor with a pattern of fire and images depicting various 
characters in armor fighting against dark animalistic forms with 
wisping darkness cloaking them. In the middle of this large mosiac 
floor, laid a stone altar laid with laurels of flowers, a pair of 
candlesticks standing on either side of the altar the flames licking 
at the wax sending small trails of black smoke into the 



air . 


Standing before this majestic sight of light and reflection, 
observing the stone altar with an incense chime while praying on his 
knees was a cleric in a white friar's robe of cotton than sackcloth 
tied at the waist with a thin leather belt and a small pouch where a 
string of beads belonging to a small rosary hung from the open flap 
dangerously hanging over the side, with a red tassel draped around 
the back of his neck as his hood was drawn up to hide his face, the 
man's hands shivering before the cleric began to walk around the 
altar, his eyes bloodshot with sleep deprivation as the cleric 
watched the incense drift in the stale air. Completing his walk, the 
cleric preceded to kneel on the mosiac in front of the stone altar, 
bowing his head to press his forehead against the mosiac and looked 
up to the stained glass depiction above. 

"Oh blessed Fire, give us your ear that you may listen to our 
prayers." The monk began to speak, his words resounding across the 
room as the silence was deafening, the cleric being the only one 
there felt at ease as he continued to pray. 

"Great Flame, our enemy has arisen again renewed and strengthened in 
the Deep from which they had came." The monk paused, his words 
continuing to reverb and bounce off the pillars and walls of the 
sanctum as he let the words sink in. As he waited, he could hear an 
incomprehensible whisper in theair, the cleric waiting for the voice 
to stop as he looked at the altar. "They have taken a new form, a 
form that resists the new Flame, building their strength from below 
to strike fear on the surface, fighting from the inside as the 
kingdoms of Man have gone and turned to dogma and fanaticism eating 
at their ankles, the Dark are seizing the chaos being sown to grip 
onto power and control over the land." 

He paused again as he felt the sweat from his brow drip down his 
forehead and slipped over his eye, the whispers becoming louder as 
the cleric waited patiently for them to fade wiping his brow. "Great 
Flame, they are the Grimm. Our war with the Dark, is not done or 

f inished . . . when you granted us the Dark Lords who fought the darkness 

in its budding youth, were we not victorious? Were the worshippers of 
the Deep Father not buried with their women, their men, their 
children, their priests within the tombs of the caverns, never to 
return? Has the world truly forgotten the works that we have placed 
in motion, the inheritors of our mission losing their faith to you? 

We are mere relics, tasked with watching over the world and being the 

protectors, but now your followers flock to the lure of technology 

and relying on the arts stolen from us, the use of souls to enhance 
themselves in mere shadows of their true potential." 

The cleric stopped, his hands slapping the mosiac with a hard clap 
ignoring the pain that passed from his hands as he heard the air 
shift around him, the candles on the candlesticks beginning to 
flicker and wane as he saw the wicks of fire die in unison. But he 
soldiered on. "What, oh Great Flame, will it have to take before we 
can finally put the Dark to rest?" He waited, raising his head as he 
felt the wisps of smoke and the bleak darkness suddenly burst into 
light, the candles which had once died were revived with a black 
scorching heat, causing the cleric to prostrate his head onto the 
mosiac . 


**There will never be a final solution, merely a defeat of the Dark 



due to the persistence of the Dark's presence in human 
hearts . * * 

"Great Flame, it cannot be so simple!" The cleric gasped as he 
stumbled to his feet, the cleric looking at the ceiling of the 
rotunda above him hearing the voice that spoke to him clear as day as 
he felt his mortal body tremble in fear and awe beneath his hood. 
"Have we not suffered enough in the Age of Dark, must the Dark 
continue to harrass and take everything that we have strived for even 
in the Fire?" He spoke towards the collection of black fires, his 
voice finding strength from its feeble cry, the cleric staring at the 
flames before it moved. 

**The Dark shall always find a way to undermine the Fire, that has 
been the way since Gwyn linked the First Flame at the kiln. However, 
with this eternal Flame, the Dark has found its way to surface and 
grip not only the heart and mind of man, but the soul.** 

The voice replied bluntly, the cleric shaking his head again as he 
gripped the incense chime, the item dragging across the mosiac with a 
sharp clink as he lifted it in the air. "Great Flame, this 
desecration of the new world by the mistakes of the old cannot 
continue!" He protested to the voice, the presence seemed to gain 
pause as the air began to still compared to the earlier breeze upon 
hearing them, before it replied. 

**We are aware.** 

At this, the cleric let out a cry in panic as the building around 
them began to shake and tremble, the tremor of the earth almost 
imbalancing the cleric who had to spread his legs and put his hands 
out in front of him as he leaned forward trying to stay still as the 
earth continued to rumble. As he struggled to maintain balance, he 
heard it high above in the belltower where a distant call could be 
heard ringing across the deep forest. 

_Ding, Dong, Ding, Dong._ 

"The Bell, " the cleric finally uttered almost as if he had reached a 
realization as another tremble shook his wobbling knees beneath the 
robe, the monk returning from his wandering thoughts as he steadied 
his hands out in front of him, the tolling of the Bell continuing to 
bellow and chime ringing its toll throughout the sanctum. Five 
minutes of this agonising experience continued, pillars and small 
pieces of cracked tectonic plaster began to skim off the walls and 
ceiling falling to the ground in flakes of rubble, the cleric tugging 
his robe as he found his center, before he was tormented by the 
threat of being swallowed by the earth as it seemingly came closer, 
the cleric falling on his hands and feet again in a final shudder, 
the rumbling in his ears coming to a stop. 

"Great Flame?" He asked timidly as he stayed on his knees and hands, 
his limbs frozen in place from the shockwaves. Finding his courage 
the cleric lifted his head, unable to sense the presence in the air 
where the Great Flame once was, the cleric calling out the deity's 
name again as he felt dread creep up his spine. "Great Flame?" 

"**I am here . " ** 


The cleric turned around, his eyes wide with terror as a figure stood 



meters behind him, an imposing figure standing at 6'2 feet covered in 
a bright yellow set of gleaming steel armor, complete with a mask 
that depicted the sun with its rays spreading outward from the 
protective faceplate like serrated waves which continued to waver as 
if it were a mirage in the desert. Gasping in terror, the cleric 
almost fled from the place of worship however he was restrained by 
the figure who held up an armored gaunleted palm to stop him. **"Do 
not be afraid of me. Son of the Dark."** 

"M-My lord, y-you are..." The cleric sputtered, unable to register 
the fact that the deity he had been praying to was standing in front 
of him in its full glory, the Great Flame's avatar staring at the 
altar . 

"**The actions of the Dark cannot be ignored any longer. We have seen 
this, the rise of the Maidens who took on the power of Fire and 
gained immense power. We have thought that they would have been 
enough to turn the tide, " **the Great Flame walked over to the altar 
it's plated boots clacking against the marble floor barely flinching 
at the screech of steel scratching the marble sending sparks flying 
in the air. Reaching the altar's surface, the Great Flame laid its 
hand upon the altar, before it turned back to the cleric. **"Child of 
the Flame, the Dark Soul, do not despair any longer. For today your 
prayers shall be answered."** 

Turning back towards the altar, the Great Flame's armored avatar 
placed both of its gaunleted hands upon the stone, resting it as it 
bowed its head the cleric standing behind curious as to what the 
diety would do. The man did not have to wait too long as he heard the 
avatar's voice boom across the sanctum. **"Our enemies have returned, 
stronger than ever. For too long we have waited, waited for the right 
opportunity, seen death, and have left the world who would come after 
us to reclaim the land for this eternal Age of Fire. Their Father has 
risen, the time of the Awakening is now."** 

"**It is time for the purpose you abandoned long ago to return. Awake 
from your sleep. Lords of Ember." ** 

As soon as the words left the avatar's lips, the stone altar began to 
crack as if an unknown force had pressed the stone to its very 
limits, the cleric holding his breath as he eyed the Great Flame who 
began to channel what appeared to be light into the stone altar with 
great intensity, the avatar staring intently at the altar which was 
beginning to snap at its very molecular structure, focusing more of 
its power into the item as the cleric shielded his eyes at the 
initial blinding light before it died away, the brief flash stinging 
his eyes as the cleric wiped away the dust layering his face. The 
stone altar had been completely ripped asunder with no sign of the 
Great Flame anywhere in the sanctum, the cleric watching mouth agape 
as a black gauntlet and darkened arm rose up from the depths of the 
stone grave, the gauntlet's fingers reaching to grip a few loose 
stones from the desecrated slab finding a firm foundation as a tall 
dark figure began to rise from the smoke of the broken stone, the 
obscurity of the thick smoke hid the figure's physique. The large 
sanctum's air cackled with burnt flesh and the crisp ionization of 
the stale air thickening the scent, wafting in the room as the cleric 
looked on utterly stunned as the figure turned its shrouded head 
towards him evoking a tide of anxiety and fear, yet crippled him with 
awe at the immense power of Fire stepping through the fog. As he 
squinted, the man could barely make out a second figure who arose to 



stand from behind the main shadow, his eyes and gaping jaw ready to 
drop to the floor being the natural response to this phenomena. 


"Oh my..." He could only utter as he heard the doors of the sanctum 
behind him creak open, the cleric spinning around to see a group of 
ten other monks in their friars' robes of cotton white fluttering 
with panic and anxiety all on their clenched and ragged expressions 
of weariness collectively panting, as one of them eyed the cleric. 
"Father, are you alright? We were praying in the cloister when the 
earth begin to tremble and we feared you would have been killed! Is 
the altar all right, are we-" 

"Quiet, boy!" An elderly man from the group smacked the young cleric 
on his head, the elderly man pointing towards where the altar would 
have stood moments before its chaotic end. "Have you all have no eyes 
or ears to see and hear for yourselves?" 

Seeing the monks look at the elder in confusion, the old man pointed 
towards the north where the belltower laid. "The chapless Bell of 
Awakening has tolled, the altar is gone! We are to bear witness to 
the Awakening of the Lords of old, the Lords of Embers have returned 
to walk amongst us ! " Immediately the group of clerics burst into 
muttering, their voices falling silent when the sound of plates 
clacking on the ground made them aware of something else in the 
altar's place watching them with a curious stare. Eyeing the group of 
clerics who have congregated to witness the event of the marveling 
clerics was a male and female standing at 5 ' 8 and 6 feet 
respectively, the latter looking past the man's shoulder staring 
intensely through dull emerald eyes absorbing what light was 
reflected off the glass onto her face, her expression neutral and 
mildly curious as light copper tinted hair glinted brightly in the 
sun's rays as an olive shaded outline could be traced from the aura 
enveloping her figure. 

The man on the other hand was a fragile malnourished man in a set of 
rosy red robes two sizes too large for his figure, a bony and 
emancipated sunken cheeks beneath the rectangular cheekbone frames 
giving a sullen expression though his silver eyes were sharp and full 
of awareness, the man glancing at the roof of the sanctum and then at 
the broken stone at his feet. His left hand gripped a staff of 
twisted steel seemingly made in the image of bunched twisted reeds 
being melted together which branched into a crown of steel curved 
roots, leaning on the staff for support with the weight of his weak 
frame. The pair seeing the clerics ' paused astonishment at their 
presence turned to one another, the two fixating their eyes upon the 
opposing party. 

"My Lady, it has been too long since we have last met cordially." The 
man spoke first of the duo as he hugged his staff close to his chest 
but enough for him to lean forward on, a meek voice murmured at the 
woman who eyeballed him with the same empty expression before she 
cracked a thin smile, in both recognition and mixed curiosity. 

"I could say the same of you, my lord. I expected us to have met for 
the last time at the Embers' Church where we ascended, but yet... what 
are we doing here?" The woman asked as she looked at the clerics who 
were staring at them, feeling discomfort as the titan of plated steel 
gave a cautionary glance. "Why do you stare at us so curiously, 
clerics?" 



"I apologize to you on behalf of my wayward brothers, they do not 
respect the heroes of old in this day in age. It is good to meet you. 
Lords of Embers." The first cleric who had been praying at the 
sanctum immediately bowed his head speaking out for the group of 
stammering monks, followed by the rest of the friars who did the 
same, the monks out of reverance for the pair who looked on 
incredulously before the male spoke a little curious as to his 
whereabouts and caution towards them for speaking their titles. 

"We are not in the same place where we have ascended, it seems... tell 
me, cleric, who are you and what is your purpose here? By whose 
authority have you been given the knowledge of our identities?" The 
man asked with an intensive stare, the head cleric shivering under 
the man's stare before he replied hastily keeping his head bowed 
while he wiped the awestruck look from his face. "I am not surprised 
that you do not know anything about us, my lord. We are the Circle of 
Fire, a group of clerics who have lived in this sanctum in the years 
after you, the brave Lords of Embers, left the world to the care of 
the remnants of humanity. We were instructed by the Great Flame to 
guard this sanctum with our magic and lives since the Lords of Ember 
left the world to be governed by themselves with the final 
destruction of the Deep's worshippers of the Abyss, fighting back any 
intruders who would dare trespass this land to defend the last 
bastion of the old world from falling to the Dark and their 
worshippers . " 

"The Great Flame..." At this the man with the staff's face fell, his 
countenance becoming one of worry as he looked to the clerics. "If we 
are here ... where ' s the Great Fire, did he summon us here?" 

"I am... afraid so. Lord of Ember. The Great Fire appeared to me, and 
had rang the Bell of Awakening with a tremor of the earth which we 
had kept secure all these centuries ago." The cleric spoke bravely, 
seeing the troubled look on the Lord of Ember who then turned to 
address them leaning forwards with his staff laid upon his right 
shoulder. "The Bell of Awakening rang? That's impossible, the Bell 
hasn't rang for a long t ime ... neither has it rung during our Age of 
Fire . " 

"It is as I have spoken, and it is the truth my lord," the cleric 
affirmed as he eyed the Lord of Ember with peace, the man's eyes 
flickering between confusion and thought before he spoke again, 
another question coming to his mind about the age where they have 
arrived. "And what of humanity, our inheritors, our successors to the 
thrones of the kingdoms? Have the Queens done as we have asked, has 
the Dark been banished in our name? What has happened in our absence 
from the world?" 

The head cleric was clearly sweating slightly, attempting to 
formulate the words to speak in his mind before the female knight 
clamped a warm hand on the man's shoulder silencing him. "Lord Dusan, 
it is enough that you are curious about the current state of the 
world, but it would be more prudent if you are not so hasty in 
forcing the answers out of the cleric." She responded with a narrowed 
gaze at Dusan, the lean man holding his tongue for the cleric to 
follow with a weary tone. 

"It... has not gone well. Lord of Ember. Apparently the darkness we 
had fought in the new world did survive the final assault on their 
keep, as you have believed before you retreated from the world when 



your power waned. They have waited, watched the world as the legends 
of your deeds and the young maidens whose powers you bestowed upon by 
your grace die away, now told as nothing but fairy tales and mere 
fables born from dogma." 

Now it was when Dusan's look turned incredulous, his calm composure 
having cracks in his expression as he took in this information, the 
Lord of Embers unable to believe what had happened. "Impossible, we 
sealed the caverns with rock and soil, worshippers of the Dark should 
have died along with their precious idols and fragments. There should 
have been no trace, we made certain that the Dark could never rise 
again . " 

The head cleric sadly shook his head, the man walking past the two 
Lords of Embers as he eyed the stained glass window before him, his 
eyes gazing over the image of a knight in flames, holding his sword 
in a salute against his chest. "My lord... it is unfortunately not so. 
These recent years, our brothers have ventured out into the world, 
seen this with our very own eyes and ears as we made pilgramages to 
the kingdoms, intent on seeing your legacy continue. We too, after 
centuries of being apart from the world as we await the time where 
our duties would be finished for eternity, had entered with the hopes 
and desire to see the kingdoms ruling over the land. However, what we 
found has been nothing short of tragedy: kingdoms' rulers struck by 
indecision, fear, and corruption, the Dark embedding itself firmly in 
the forests, roaming free. The world is no longer the world that we 
have known since the last Age of Dark, and as the world moved on, so 
we and our kin once protectors were shunned, mocked, abandoned with 
the old world's carcass." 

Dusan was clearly incensed, the man hugging the staff closer to his 
shoulder as he began to take a few steps forward, disbelief and 
despair riddled his features. "How did this come to be? We let 
humanity wrest control from our hands, giving them the authority and 
means to continue living in this eternal Age while we withdrew from 
the world, trusting them with the defense of their own realms. Our 
task was completed, our mission was done in those caverns. Is that 
what the descendants of our most trusted and loyal men and women 
could accomplish in their lives, that our efforts were for NOTHING?!" 
At this, the man hit his staff onto the floor sending out a burst of 
wind that swept across the feet of the monks who were left trembling 
at the raw display of power despite knowing that the Lord of Ember 
had contained most of his power and had suppressed it, the monks 
could feel the majority of the strike being restricted within his 
soul threatening to burst again. 

"Peace, Lord Dusan... we should not antagonize our hosts any longer 
with your anger." The woman in the knights plate armor stilled her 
companion who was trembling in the grips of his catalyst, clearly 
distraught at the idea that the new age was being threatened again 
her eyes showing some light of compassion and comfort before she 
turned to the monks. "If what you say is true, cleric of the 
Inherited Eire, then tell me: where have you received the Great 
Elame's blessing upon your cloister?" 

"We were apart of the former Church of the Deep in the old world, 
known to you as the once servants to the Lord of Cinder Aldrich. 

After the Age of Dark came, and the Eire died, we had split from the 
Church and came to Londo ' s cathedral seeking shelter. The Great Elame 
gave this responsibility to Houster, Bishop of the Seekers of the 



Dark, who formed the circle that you see before you, " the head monk 
spoke for the group as they nodded the woman nodding in 
understanding. "I see, you have had quite the ardous task for all 
this time and are to be commended for both Houster's and your 
continued service to the Fire." 

"We aim to humbly serve the Fire and their new descendants, this was 
the mission entrusted to us and shall continue until our line dies 
out," another cleric spoke from the group's cluster, the woman giving 
a smile of approval and acknowledgement at their loyalty, her 
attention returning to Dusan who had began to recover. 

"If we are awake. Lord Dusan, this means that what we have feared has 
indeed happened. The Flame has awoken us to take up arms again, we 
shall have to fight once more against the forces of the Abyss... just 
as it was written when we sealed the pact." The female knight stated 
plainly for Dusan to remember, the man sighing as he ran a hand over 
his hair letting out a tired 'hmm' as the knight tried to assure him 
by rubbing his shoulder. "Lord Dusan, we need you focused, not in 
despair at what our successors have failed to accomplish in their 
lifetime . " 

"You're right, I've... lost my temper is all." Dusan muttered as he 
bowed his head, the man's thoughts suddenly halted when he looked 
behind at the knightess. "A moment, my lady, but are we the only ones 
here? " 

"That's correct, it was just myself and... you." The knightess 
finished with a long pause, the two Lords of Ember looking around the 
sanctum before they looked at themselves. 

"Wait, where's Lord Phjose?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Elsewhere, Patch<p> 

"Haahhh! " 

*Crack 

The forest of trees shook with a mighty tremor as wind began to tear 
at the remaining leaves of the autumn trees, the force equivalent to 
that of a small controlled earthquake causing birds and various other 
critters to scatter from the general area where the wind and the 
ground had violently lurched several nests from their high posts, 
falling to the ground as eggs cracked prematurely the forest lively 
with a chorus of chattering of the animals who were smart enough to 
run . 

The source of the thumping sound grunted deeply as a set of slender 
hands reached out and thumped the tree with its fist, a loud boom 
echoed through the small forest while the limb paused, the fingers 
releasing their clenched position as it clenched again, smashing into 
the bark of the tree with a crunch as the hard tree shook again this 
time with a tremor as more force was placed into the strike. There 
was a sigh, the fist retreating from its target as it was brought to 
a tanned brown skinned face with black crow eyes glancing at the 
pieces of bark and wood which was stuck to the back of the tanned 
figure's palm. Slowly, another set of fingers reached out and began 



to remove the bits and pieces which were embedded into his fingers 
the black pupils wincing at each extraction, carefully dropping the 
pieces as he stretched his fingers feeling a pop in his bones. The 
man patted down his hands on a rough black dyed pair of pants, the 
linked threads of his chainmail torso emitting a sound like shifting 
sand in a desert gale as he pulled the edges of a leather overcoat 
dragging it across his chest. The figure leaned back eyeing the 
branches above, his eyes focusing on the shining red gemstone just 
tucked away almost invisible to anyone due to the web of branches, 
the gleam of the stone continued to taunt his efforts. Tired, the man 
sighed wearily as he wiped his brow with the back of his unbruised 
hand, sitting on the floor with a loud ' f whump ' , scratching his 
stubble as he flexed his fist the man shaking his head and arose, the 
man craning his neck as he drew back his fist up for another 
swing . 

"Uuurragggh ! " 

*crack ! 

The man smirked as his fist smashed through the main trunk of the 
tree, a giant hole with his entire forearm sticking through its gut 
made visible as he heard the tree groan and strain its flesh greatly 
weakened by the mighty blow. Stepping back, the man could see the 
gemstone which was caught in the tree's branches begin to shudder, 
the tree leaning dangerously to the right as the remaining tendons of 
the trunk tried to hold the heavy weight of the tree as it began to 
strain, snapping as its structure began to fall apart. Watching, the 
man waited for the tree to begin its descent before he grabbed the 
rim of the tree, and with a heavy swing redirected the falling path 
of the tree to collapse onto the clearing below preventing any 
obstruction of trees patting his hands. 

"Finally, " he uttered as he stalked towards the broken branches, 
kicking aside the various twigs before he paused, kneeling down as he 
stepped onto a branch feeling it snap under his feet. Scanning the 
branches, he found his first prize, his lean hands reaching out as he 
slowly lifted the item revealed in the sunlight to be a leather witch 
hunter's hat, smiling as he began to pat the dust off the piece of 
headwear before he fitted it onto his head his fingers reaching out 
to touch the brim of the hat. Once he had done so, he looked further 
down the mess spotting the gleaming red gemstone sitting aside with 
its familiar uncut state, the man reaching out to grab the underside 
of the buried gemstone. The man withdrew his arm, bringing the 
gemstone up along with a grip of twisted oak and yew tendons bound 
together by five iron bands securing the grip in place at crucial 
points, the red gemstone beginning to gleam in the sunlight of 
shining crimson. The man grinned wider when he placed his second hand 
onto the warhammer, seeing the grip begin to glow with a glimmer of 
light, the light originating from the wood itself as it began to 
spread across the surface of the handle tracing out lines of symbols 
which ran the length of the warhammer, lighting up the man's eyes who 
reflected joy. 

"Byelobog . . . it is good to have you with me once again, my old 
friend . " 

*crunch 


The man in the witch hunter's hat turned around as a growl alerted 



him to his left flank, the man reacting quickly as he smashed the 
back of his fist into the mask of an Alpha Beowulf sending it 
tumbling from its pounce snatching the advantage of surprise as the 
Grimm growled at its perceptive prey, the leather clad fighter 
bearing the warhammer's gem mallet on the creature. Charging at the 
Grimm, he suddenly skidded to a halt for a second's pause waiting for 
the large creature to barrel towards him before he swung the heavy 
warhammer smashing the Grimm almost immediately when the creature 
passed right into his hammer's range, the impact causing the Grimm to 
burst into ashes upon contact the fighter placing his warhammer on 
his shoulder. 

_Ashes, this creature is just like the children of the Abyss all 
those centuries ago. _The man tipped his hat at where the Grimm had 
been, the fighter turning on his heel as he eyed the sea of red 
leaves and rain puddles left behind by rain, eyeing his surrounding 
carefully . 

_This was not what I imagined when I signed up for this._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Nearby, Ruby's home<p> 

In Vale, autumn was nearing its end, the trees that once held their 
red and orange leaves letting them float onto the muddy earth from 
constant rain was beginning to fade, as bare trees stripped of their 
leaves only branches like roots were present in the cloudy sky 
particularly off the coast of the continent where Patch laid resting 
alongside several smaller islands. The island laid off the coast of 
Vale, its own rich history still valued by the mainland such as being 
the holder of the Great Castle, a ruin believed to have been the 
residence of the Maiden of Summer or Spring during her reign over 
what was Vale or the infamous Tower of Visreal which was a fort 
overseeing the imprisoned and tortured enemies of the state, complete 
with its own Academy seperate from their more famous counterpart 
Beacon. Patch was quite a successful state of its own, creating its 
own stable economy from the limited space and becoming a powerful 
community responsible for a number of talented Hunters in Vale's 
ranks, thus earning a degree of seperation from Vale's actual Council 
to establish their own and sustain a military force. In this 
background of fallen leaves and dead trees, a single two floored 
house stood in the midst of this forest of trees distant from any 
civilisation giving privacy to withdraw from the outside world with a 
cleared out beaten dirt road for vehicles to access the estate still, 
a common site in the island of Patch save for the occupants who 
resided in this particular lodging. 

Within the home on the second level near the stairs. Ruby sat in a 
chair within the silent hallway of her family home, staring at the 
closed door in front of her barricading her from entering, her 
fingers gripping the seat of the chair tightly with her fingers as 
she continue to eyeball the wooden barrier hoping that it would open 
with her mind while hesitance kept her from approaching the door 
after being told off for possibly sixth time she tried it, hoping for 
some answer from the occupant within. Slim pale white fingers from a 
lack of sleep and a layer of bags under her eyes distinguished 
themselves out of her regular features, the girl wearing a red 
buttoned blouse with two breast pockets while a pair of black pants 
were held in place by a large leather waist belt clasped over the 



bottom half of her blouse. The girl yawned, wiping the drool from the 
corner of her mouth during her nap, lowering the book onto the floor 
from her chest. 

"Yang..." The girl could only utter, her guilt eating away at her 
subconscious thought, her silver eyes shimmering with forlorn hope 
that her sister was going to open the door. This behavior has been 
the routine for the past two months, with Dad and her trying to pull 
the family together while Uncle Qrow had been visiting to keep 
updating them on Vale and the state of the world outside beside the 
information given by Yang when she had woken up from her week of 
unconsciousness . She could remember the resentment that Yang had 
recalling Blake, the last thing she had heard before Yang secluded 
herself in her bedroom was Yang calling Blake a coward with no heart, 
and Ruby witnessed the amount of hurt Yang was put through by that 
one act of running away. Ruby could say nothing, she did not know 
Blake as closely as she should have been, even blissfully unaware 
that Blake hid her Faunus identity under layers of subterfuge when as 
a team leader, she could have been more perceptive about the 
anti-Faunus comments around campus. However Ruby saw Blake as a 
teammate, and though she did not feel the impact of what it must have 
felt for deep trust, she did feel confused about Blake's intentions. 
Her father had tried to talk to Yang, to get her to confide in him 
her personal issues, but to no avail despite his persistence. 

"Let her figure it all out," was Uncle Qrow ' s seemingly nonchalant 
reply to her dad's protests and concern, but even Ruby could tell 
that Qrow was secretly worried for his niece's health. They all were, 
Yang had her own secrets hidden even from Ruby that she was uncertain 
of Yang many times, such as her adverse reaction to Uncle Qrow and 
her dad's old team. 

The others fared no better. Team JNPR, upon the loss of Pyrrha their 
most capable and valued member, had been taken off active service 
effectively the equivalent of disbandment by the teacher council. 
General Ironwood on the other hand who Ruby did not see for the most 
part, was currently asked to report back to his superiors, the last 
Uncle Qrow had heard through his contacts he was to be suspended and 
face investigation for moving a large portion of Atlas military 
forces towards Vale. Professor Glynda had disappeared last seen 
trying to repair some of the damage when the hordes arrived, and so 
had Professor Ozpin in his duel with Cinder leaving the leadership of 
Beacon academy in shambles and the Huntsmen and Huntresses who 
attended it placed in their homes for further instructions from what 
was left of the teacher board. 

Sometimes she could close her eyes in the night and see it happen all 
over again. The arena, the cheering crowds, the initial excitement in 
her face as she lit up with glee, the rest of her team at her side 
cheering on their friends and displaying their strength to a wide 
audience. She could remember Yang's injuring Mercury in his leg, the 
same boy who would have prevented her from getting in time to prevent 
the death of her friend Penny at the very hands of Pyrrha, blissfully 
unawares of the truth behind their combat ready enthusiast before the 
former was sliced apart by her own wires, the announcement by Cinder 
who smugly taunted the Atlas military's mistake for even attempting 
to converge their available forces to a Grimm onslaught which 
unfortunately she had heard from Qrow was very successful. Close to a 
quarter of Atlas' forces were placed at Vale and Beacon, the majority 
of which perished when they were fighting the Grimm and were 



overwhelmed along with Torchwick's sabotage of the master override 
key, turning the mechs against everyone and isolating the human 
soldiers who were promptly dispatched. The screams of terror, the 
dying, the looks of frozen fear when Atlas' robots turned on the 
students and citizens, mowing them down with their weapons ... it was 
something no young girl, or anyone should have borne witness to. 

And Cinder ... hearing the name from her own mind made Ruby ball her 
hands as she tried to suppress the memory, the image of what she had 
done remained scarred in her mind. No matter how many times she 
wanted to avert her mind's eye and her physical vision from it, she 
could not forget Cinder's look of arrogant triumph when she fought 
against Pyrrha with her stolen powers from the Maiden that Ruby only 
knew through Qrow's explanation of what had happened when she had 
stumbled on the tower. She had gone towards the tower, intent on 
finding Jaune who had gone after Pyrrha when she saw the flashes of 
power booming across the sky, indicating that something was wrong. 

She ran up the wall, recalling how she was panting, holding onto the 
hope that the two of them would have been able to hold off whoever or 
whatever was up there. 

Cinder killed her. She struck her ankle with a well placed arrow 
before another through Pyrrha 's chest to kill her, and burnt her body 
completely into tiny balls of ember in front of her very eyes. Ruby 
felt more than just anger and the will to tear Cinder apart at her 
limbs, she was boiling with revenge towards Cinder that hearing her 
name from Qrow's mention of her fate atop the tower didn't ease the 
strangulation around her heart at seeing Pyrrha 's look of 
despair . 

Ruby dug her fingers into her palm, suppressing the memories as she 
tried to shift her focus elsewhere than the door in front of her, the 
girl picking up her book as she tried to read. 

*Thwump 

Ruby froze, her head turning to the left where she had heard the 
sound coming from beyond the house's walls, the girl jumping off her 
chair with her book clattering to the floor with a soft thump as she 
strained her ears in the direction hearing another loud thump for her 
surveillence, the girl looking back to Yang's room seeing no 
indication or movement of the door knob despite the noise. 

"That's strange. Uncle Qrow and Dad have gone out today... no one 
should be home, " Ruby wondered aloud to herself as she heard the 
thumping again, this time getting louder as a shockwave began to 
shake the house, along with a roar Ruby recognised. 

_A Grimm, here?!_ Ruby thought as she ran to her room, seeing 
Crescent Rose's folded sheathed form lying against the foot of her 
bed, the teen dashing out towards the hallway as her hand drew out to 
clasp the knob to Yang's room Ruby's protective instincts for her 
sister's safety prioritizing her first and foremost. 

"Yang-" 

* Thump ! 

"GRRRAAHHH!" A loud yell could be heard before a loud quake shook the 
house. Ruby unable to react in time when the door knob turned while 
she was still holding onto it, the door opening wide dragging Ruby 



down with it as she stumbled nearly crashing into a blonde haired 
girl with amethyst eyes wearing a white set of pajamas with fire ball 
patterns all around the fabric, sending both girls sprawling onto the 
floor . 

"Ruby, what's going on?!" Yang asked anxiously as Ruby pushed her 
head off her sister's body to look at her panicking as she held up 
the folded Crescent Rose in her hand jabbing an index at the 
direction of her room. 

"Grimm, there are Grimm outside of the house!" Ruby shrieked as the 
ground shook once more, the teen yelping as her head was buried in 
Yang's bosom, the blonde pushing Ruby up with her only arm against 
Ruby's left shoulder keeping her sister steady. "Ruby, calm 
down . " 

"But we need to defend the house, I promised Dad that I would-" 

Yang shook her sister before Ruby could finish her statement, giving 
her a steady glare at her younger sister which effectively silenced 
her as she spoke in a low commanding tone. "Ruby, stop. You're not 
thinking straight. You can't charge out screaming into battle by 
yourself." Ruby paused, her mind processing this before Yang looked 
at her bed, eyeing Ember Cecilia which laid upon the end table on the 
left, the blonde speaking again with an intense stare. "I'm going to 
go with you." 

"Yang I don't think that's a good idea for you to be up and-" 

"I'll be able to handle it. Beats me sitting in my room playing 
collateral damage while the house is being threatened by Grimm, " Yang 
interjected firmly her narrowed eyes and stern demeanor through her 
pursed frown was a clear indicator that she wasn't going to back 
down, Yang lifting her right arm which held only a stump. "I may have 
lost my arm, but I still have one other good one left. You are not 
going to tell me to stay back and let our house get destroyed by some 
rabid Grimm." 

Ruby said nothing, watching Yang push herself up with her arm to 
stand, the blonde going to Ember Cecilia as she reached out with her 
right stump, Yang freezing as she stared at her stump where her 
forearm and hand used to be before she turned back to Ruby who was up 
and waiting on Yang. 

"Ruby, " Yang called to her sister who looked at her keeping her 
anxiety on the low as Yang pointed to her right arm. "I need 
help . " 

Ruby's face fell, seeing Yang's expression turn from determination to 
a grimace, the teen immediately going over to fit the half of Ember 
Cecilia onto Yang's only attached limb, Yang saying nothing for the 
duration of watching Ruby struggle a little to fit the gaunlet onto 
her hand though Yang soon found herself equipped with the weapon, the 
silence did nothing to ease the blonde about her own permanent 
impairment. Ruby held Yang's hand in her own, the girl giving Yang an 
attempt of a reassuring smile. "We'll be fine, let's just go and kick 
some Grimm butt." 



><p>Outside Ruby's home, past the treeline<p> 


"HAH ! " 


The snap of bones like broken wood and torn tendons was all that 
echoed through the forest as the warhammer withdrew itself from its 
target to rest its head hanging at the back of the man in leather 
armor with black eyes, the latest victim being that of a large 
porcupine with bone covering its back and head along with its 
needle-like hairs wearing a mask, falling flat on its broken hind 
legs which had been bent sideways the creature's relentless nature 
demanded it to fight its crippled state to little effect. The Grimm 
porcupine made less than half a step before it fell again, this time 
unable to get up as a red gemstone smashed through its mask ending 
its life as it burst into ash. The leather armored figure let out a 
narrow stream of warm air from his nose, his chest heaving lightly 
while he looked at the clearing. 

_Where in the whole of Anor Hondo am I? _The warhammer wielder 
thought as he studied the open ground, unable to find any 
distinguishing features to tell him where he was. 

_If I am here. Lord Dusan and Lady Altansarnai are awake too, but 
where are they?_ He walked steadily towards the treeline, spotting a 
small dirt path as he pushed through the forest to land on the beaten 
path, his eyes looking right. Almost immediately, he spotted a small 
wooden gate around the lower chest height just above the waist, 
reaching out a hand to push the gate which creaked inward opening the 
way for him. _Lodging must be nearby. _ 

Locking the gate behind him, the man continued on his path, stopping 
when he heard a small voice sound to his right alerting to the 
direction of the clearing. 

"Ruby, the clearing's been torn up... someone was here." The man heard 
the first voice speaking, female as far as he could tell, the name 
Ruby also pointing towards a second female with her. Tugging his 
coat, he kept his warhammer lowered the gemstone carved head pointed 
at the ground as he took a few steps closer, unbothered to disguise 
his steps as he loudly stepped on what fallen branches and leaves he 
could find on the way to signal his arrival. 

"Wait, did you hear that?" The second female. Ruby, asked as he 
picked up a small rock, throwing it against the bark fo a nearby tree 
attracting their attention while the fighter picked his advantage. 
"Stay behind me, Yang." 

"Not because I have one arm?" Yang replied, a bitter raw emotion of 
frustration and restraint picked up in her tone which both parties 
picked up. 

"I didn't mean anything by it," Ruby protested weakly as the white 
haired man kept his back against the tree bark, hearing the breathes 
draw closer eventually a flutter of red could be seen out the corner 
on the right, the leather clad soldier risking a closer look from his 
hiding spot. Poking his head out, he could see the voices' owners 
clearly in the daylight spotting the girl who had last spoken dressed 
in a red blouse and a pair of black pants, wearing a pair of slip on 
shoes kneeling to pick up the pebble. The first voice he had heard as 
'Yang' was right behind her, a large messy unkempt head of golden 



yellow locks paired with a set of amethyst eyes glowered even amongst 
the mostly obscured rays of light, the forest giving off a 
captivating aura though the man did resist the urge to compliment. 

Not that she was unattractive, but he had seen maidens his age 
exceeding in beauty compared to this 'Yang', though he could tell 
that she could rival those maidens in given time. The man shook his 
head, remembering what he was here for as he took a step out of from 
behind the tree, making himself known while he called out to the 
girls . 

"Excuse me, young maidens, could you please help an old weary 
traveler? " 

End 
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><p>Author's Notes: Not the best introduction chapter I could have 
done, but I think it isn't the worst. Before I just call it a day, I 
wanted to let you guys have a headsup about this particular 
f anf ic . <p> 

I do appreciate notifications if I do mess up the lores of RWBY and 
Dark Souls, and appreciate your correction as the story progresses 
along as planned. I have been trying to focus more on the personal 
life to sort out whatever that needs to be sorted, so there will be 
times I would be unable to recall facts or established lore, even 
'fancanon' that may upset people if it does happen. 

I also am hoping to do a better job at improving my writing skill, so 
chapters at certain points will be long, I'm hoping to put a word 
limit for myself so you don't waste so much time on 15,000 word 
documents, with 300 words talking about a man's dick or something 
ridiculous like that. I would appreciate your honest opinion, I mean 
the 'I think this paragraph uses some work' than the usual 'Suck my 
dick, you OC Jane Doe writer' to gain more insight into how my work 
appears to you. 

Besides the few things outlined, I hope this fanfic will work out 
better, even surpass my previous works in some shape or form. Here's 
to a long, fruitful story. And also finishing it. 

Have a great day, 
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End 
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